With the Laird of Akmut Rock
I remembered the scowl of the Commandant in the
Grand Hotel, and lied boldly.
" It was not needed; he told me that you yourself would
be able and kind enough to do all that may be necessary
for my assistance here,'* said I rather unpardonably: but
Persia is bad for one's morals.
Anyway, the speech had a soothing effect. The police-
man, deciding to postpone suspicion till he had searched
through my luggage in private, devoted himself to pleasant
conversation for many hours, till the lamp and the pilau
were brought out to us and we ate supper under the stars.
When, after that, I went to give some last order to 'Aziz
and Ismail, their obvious surprise at seeing me still able to
make plans of my own showed me that I had done rather
well with the " government " of Shutur Khan.
The sun was shining next morning, for I slept late. The
waterfall made a pleasant noise outside my window, and
the poplar trees glittered in a blue sky. I woke up with
the delightful feeling of a pleasant day ahead, so near the
journey's goal, and after tea and bread and honey on
the terrace, set off with our own mules but with Ibrahim
the major-domo to guide us, and Mahrnud, the Arbab's
twelve-year-old boy as company, across the sunken bed of
the Qasir Rud to flowering wild meadows above, and
northward towards the castle.
There the sentinel on the Rock might look down and
watch who came and went along the slope rill the path turned
down into the ravine beyond a small white shrine, where I
stopped to leave a coin on the tomb while 'Aziz kissed its
stones. As I had been to three of the four holy cities, he
and indeed all of the mountain people looked upon me as a
sort of hajji regardless of the fact of my being a Christian.
We were in the country of heresies.

